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T wase the Burlington Kid's emsneipation day. Hobo custom
conld have held him a Prushun a year longer, but his Jocker,
Whitey, had decided to give the boy his freedom. For seven
long years he had slived and toiled for his Jocker, and he
was known from one end of the “Q" railroad to the other as
Nebraska Whitey's youngster. When Whitey had said
“Hustle, kid,” he had hustled, and when Whitey had been shut
up in jail for want of funds to pay his fine the boy had begged
the wherewithal necessary to set him free. His official title
wis the one given, but by the majority of roadsters he whs
generally called “The Bank.,” He always had a little money

in his pocket, and he alwaye knew how to “throw his féet” for|

more, and it was this talent which earned him his nickname.

No one, except himself and Whitey, knew where he ¢ame
from, but the rumor was that Whitey had “suared” him in the
¥ast when he was guite young, and that he came of much bet-
ter forebears than his profession of tramp indicated. He may
have been the son of some rich banker or lawyer, but it is
equnlly possible that he originated in very humble surround-
ings. All that Hoboland could be sure of was that he was an
exceptionally intelligent Prushun and that he and Whitey were
seldom seen apart. Throughout the seven years that they had
heenr together they had pever left the “Q," and they became
known to all the “professionals” who went over that read, Tieir
“monakers” one under the other may still be seen pencilled or
cut intu the woodwork of watering tanks and on the doors dnd
walls of box cars and sand houses. They were celebrities in
their chosen territory, and it was sometimes thonght that they
would never geparate, Between them they made a very strong
team, and they might with profit have gone it “double header”
to this day. But Whitey was one of the old time hobols who
believed that every kid should manage for himself after a cer-
tain age, and he made no exception of “The Bank.” He took
Hoboland seriously, jost as he had formerly been dead in
earnest as a thief, For him the “road” was #ll the world there
wasg, and he wanted to get out of it himself, and expected others
to get out of it, all that it would give. To keep a Prushun in
bondage anfter he had acquired experience enongh to take care
of himself was, to his way of thinkiug, an act not only against
the best interests of the Prushun, but against the welfare of
the hobo body politic as well. So when ‘“T'he Bank' reached
hia seventeenth year Whiteyr made up his mind that it was
time to set him free. The boy was unusunlly Iarge for his age,
and this may have influenced his Jocker in coming to this de-
cision, but he was also very expert and thoroughly hardened
to the life, and it is more probable that these considerations de-
termined Whitey to turn him loose.

As a rule, there is very little ceremony connected with a
Prushun's emancipation. Hither the Jocker says, “Fight your
own battles now, kid,” or the Prushun if he feels superior to
his Joeker, says, “Bum your own chuck,” and the function is

oyer.  Mh--s fo U0 #UCl fta=ting and speech making as take
piace in civilized society when a yousg man reaches his mi-

jority. Hobolnnd is unfriendly to palovers af this kiod, mind
the shorter the affair the hetter.

In “The Bank's” case, however, it was different. Whiter and
he had been more like equals and pals than master and slave,
and Whitey saw fit to make the emancipation the oceasion for
4 very serious conversation. Althongh he was a tramp, he had
taken & liking to “The Bank” such as few Prushuns ever know,
and he could not let him go without a final list of instructions.
He chose for the conference a hang out hidden away In some
brueshwood near Burlington, on the Iowa side of the Missjs-
sippi, and after the fire had been starfed and the railroad ties,
which served as seats, had been drawn close to it he addressod
the Proshun thus:—

“I've told you, kid,” he began, “all that I know about
nohoin’, an' I've pumped into you & little about what you got
to be an’ do if you turn thief. My advice to you is, still; don’t
turn thidf, Youw've got nerve, an' you're quick an’ smart, but
there's ten chances to one that you won't win out, an’ 1 din't
want to see you take the risk. Course, you're your own hoas
now, an' can do as yon like, but I wish you'd always rémembor
what old Whitey told you. T wanted to be a thief, an' I tried
to be ope, but that ain't got anythin' to do with you, an’, he-
sides, I've told you that I got it in the neck. The stretehes in
prison used me up, an' they'll use you up, boy, if you monkey
with 'em. £

“Now, ahout hoboin". You know what it is whether it rains
ar shines, don't you?" and he looked at “The Bank” earnestly,
but with an undisguised look of pride in his conntenance, which
showed plainly enongh that it was he, and he alone, who had
made the boy the skilled Prushun that he was.

“Yes, Whitey, I've been through it when it’s rained hail
stones,” was the boy's reply, given with the same serionsness
which characterized the query.

“That’s no dream, kid, an’ I know that I’ve been hard with
yon sometimes, but I had to be. You was only ten when [
snared you—remember?—an’ that was the only way I could
teach you for awhile. But I been nice with you siunce you got
wise, ain't T

“I gin't got any kick comin', Whitey.™

“That's real nice o' you, kid, an' it's "cavse T want to see you
get there, no matter what you do, 't I'm chewin' the rag with
yon this way. There’s some that 'ud hang on to you for a while
yet, but don't yon worry about goin’ it alone. I'll let the bunch
know 't 1 'mancipated you, an' the news won't be long in goin’
down the line. An’if any other bloke ever tries ta snare you
lick him, if yon can; an' if you can't, let me hear about him, an’'
I'll break his neck. Yon're a blowed-in-the-glass hobo now,
if you want to be, an’ there ain't nobody that can make youn n
Prushun again. Nebraska Whitey says so, an' that goes: see?

“P'raps you don't wanto be a blowed-in-the-glass guy; how
about that?"”

“I don't know what else you've heen trainin® me for,” “The
Bank" replied, with truth.

“That's so; kid, you're right; but I was just thinkin® that yon
might wanto reform. There's some that does, yon know.”

“Bot what would I do, if I did? I don’t know any trade.”

“You don't teed to know a trade lhefore you reform: it's
wautin' to an’ tryin’ to that's the main thing.”

“T don't know 't I want to.”

“Well, all 1 ean do, kid, is to tell you what I think about it
I ought to tell you ‘cause I snared you, an’ ‘cause I'm turnin’
Yyou loose by your lonesome,

“1 don't recommend uothin'; T'm toa old, an’ I'm too much
of a bum, I always wanted to be a thief an' nothin' else, s 1
don't know how it feels to be reformed. 1If you fry it, fake
my tip, an’ go home. Tt'll be hard as the very devil, an' there'll
come times when you'll wanto he back with the gang; but it
you reglly make up your mind to be on the level, home's the
best place for yon to begin. Your mother'll ask abont who yon
been with if yon go back, bnt I don’t want you to squeal on me,
kid, ' It wouldn't do her or you any good, an’ I'd feel better
thinkin® 't I was under cover. Understund, don't you?" The
boy nodded his head.

“If you don't wanto reform, an’ feel "t you like the road for
good, remember what I've always told you; make it yopr busi-
ness, just as if you was a president of a railrond. When you
get up in the mornin', know just how mnuch dough you got on
yeu, er planted, an' say to yourself 't you got to have =0 mnch
more "fore night comes. Don’t steal, if you ean possibly help
it, an’ don't get into more'n one sloppin’ up a month. Drunks
is what kills the 'hoes, an’ you waunto be careful,”

“You never told me that before,” the Prushun interrupted.

“That may be, but I never "mancipated you before. I'm send-
in' you off on your own uppers now, an' I'm tellin® you what 1
think. I don't wanto see you turn out a tomato ecan rag.
You're the fiyest kid I ever trained, an' if yon stick to the road
I wanto hear that you done well. If youn get to sloppin' up right
along an' go to pieces the 'hoes'll come an' tell me "t 1 let yom
have your runnin’ too young, an’ I don't wanto hear that. I'm
experimentin’ with you, kid, an” I want you to make an A No,
1 gtiff,

“The "hoes'll wnteh you more'n you think., They know who
you've travelled with, an’ they're next to what you ought o
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be, an’ they'll ecriticise you like hell for a while.
ex-Prushufis’ll keep tabs on you, too, but I svouldn’t mind them
much. If one of 'em looks for a serap don’t urge h#n on, but
it he tackles you first, lay him out. You're good with yonr
dnkes, an’ 1 ain't afrnid o' your bein’ licked. -But in gener'l,
keep ont o' TOWS. I've ouly had ong since you been with me, an’
that one was 'cause 1 was jagged,

“Don't go to jail 'less you got to. There's a class o' bums
what always looks for & berth inside when the weather gets
cold, but they're a done up sort. When you're on the Coast look
for nothin’ but mouey, an' iy the East you needu’t be nfraid o
askin' for your share of it,. If you throw your feet the way
you have since you been with me, you won't need any juil to
keep yon warm.

“H yon make up your mind to stick to the turf, never go
home, an' don't write any letters. It's tough on your folks, Hut
they ain't heard o' yon since I snared yom, an’ it ‘ud only
slir 'em up again if you wrote. My mother ain’t heard o' me
sinee 1 was twelve, an’ I ain’t heard o her. T nin't nice if
yoi're on the level; bnit if you ain’t, T think it's befter to let
'em think that the likes ¢ = has cronked. Yon 'member Woos-
ter Slim? Well, ke went homie onice after ten years on the turf
an’ tried to reform. He couldn't make a go of it, an' sloped,
au’ his old mother died from thinkin® about him. He might
better 'a’ never geen her.”

“But s’pose I get pretty close to the old home town? It'll be
a ter'ble temptation to have a look at it,” “The Bauk” inter-
jeelod,

“pat yon mustn't take chances o' rannin' tp against the
temptation,” Whitey continued, looking sharply at the Prughun
by way of emphasiz, ““This iz a big country, an' you don't need
to even show up where the home town is. My town Is New
York, an’ it's a placd where all 'boes like to go, but 1 ain't heen

]
The other

three days later he failed fo put in an appearance. His
al
hours' duration, when he wonld return hungry and penitent.
The police were drawn into the cose, and a diligent senreh fnr|
the missing boy was beguy., The wuthorities in adjncent towns
and villages were notified, and a description of the boy was|
sent even to distant cities. A handsome reward for his safe
retiurn was also offered, and the newspapers advertizsed the fact
far and wide.

Days went by, however, and no trage of the lost child was
discovered. False rumors that he had been loeated were con-
tinunally being received, and even the detective agency employed
by the father helieved for several days that it had sueceecded
in unravelling the mystery, but nothing definite came to light.
The parents finally became cotivinced that it was a kidnapping
affnir and raiged the smiount of the reward, but there were
others, among them the local chief of police, who were not of
the opinion.

“Why don't We receive some letters from the kidnappers,” the
chief remarked in the barber shop, one duy, “if it's them that
took him? Kiduappers lel people know pretty quickly what
they want, and we haven't had gp much as a postal card from
anybody of that sort. My opinion is that the yoongster's dead.
1 shonldn't be surprised, if the river was drageed, to hear that
his body was at the bottom of it. That's the way most of the
kidnappivgs end—I don’t believe in 'em." .

“But what chanece hnve you of finding a body in & river like
the Mississippi nnless it happens to float?" a newspaper re-
porter asked, while the barber stropped his razor. “You might
drag from here to New Orleans and never find what you
wanted.”

“yWall, I ain't sayin’ that he is in the river for gtire,” the cliaf
explained, “but I'm willing to bet a ten dollur note even that

thera in ten years. I even changed my monaker from New York

to Nebraskn, so't no one 'nd get next to me, That's what yon
got to do. You'll be an ex-Prushun after yon leave me, an’ you
wanto gét a name that won't have any ‘kid" attached to it, an'
that won't give you or your folks away. You ean't play with
the bunsiness, Kid. Youn got to be an out-an"-outer if you're
goin' to get in your graft, an’ yon ean’t be one thinkin' about
homs an' mothier an' how to ses her. That's the renson "¢ 1
want you to miake up your mind for keeps whether you wantn
be od the level or not.

“Go off by yourself for a few days when we separate, take a
good long ride on some road 't you ain't been over yet, an’
think like the devil. But when your not 's once settled an® fixed
don't ehange, an’ don’t be just a railroader. Pick out stme
road the way we did, su’ study it till you know ev'ry dam tie
that the rails rests on, It's the ‘boes what keeps riflin® all the
while that never amount to- anythit’, Course, vou can take a
vacation onee in a while, but when you've found the territhry
that suits you, nurse it "s If you loved it.” 3

“Do you think I'd better stick to the "Q' 7"

“Don’t stick to anythin' till you're sure 't you're goin’ to be
a roadster. 1 keep tellin’ you that 'cause you're wobhly just
now an' don’t know where yon're at. If it's & roadster 't yoi're
bound to be, then my advice is to hunt up a fresh pites o' road.
Courge; I'd be glad to have yon round these parts, but it might
be nncomtortable for you. You're knowun all over the line, an'
the old timers might keep thrawin’ in your face 't you're a kid
yet. If you pick out a heat o' your own, vou show the buneh
't you're independent, an’ ain't got to look to me for advice, see?
When you get your beat, or think yon know where to look for
one, do what I've told you was goin' to be your reward when
‘mancipation day eame—look for revenge.”

“Do you think I hetter logk for it on the road 't I pick out
for my beggin'?"

"No, you mustn’t do that, Remember when 1 got yon, don't
you—way down East? Well, you wanto get your revenge just
as far from the place yon settle down in. 1 advise you to get
it as soon as you can, 'cause it looks well. If the first one 's
no good try again, an’ keep on tryin’ till you get what you
want. It may take you a good while to fix things the way '\'r_mu
want 'em, an’ p'raps yon'll find out 't you're better without the
revenge, but I'd take a fall out of it onece anyhow, ‘canss it's
y;u_l' right as an ex-Prushun, an’ yon're expected to make use
of it

“Now, that's all I got to say, Kid, an’ I want yon to remem-
ber it. It you go home, forget me an' the bunch, but if you
don't, hang on tight to what old Whitey did for you an’ tenld
yoi.  I'm goin’ back to the Horn, an’ you better tuke the next
train into Chi” Fa i

They returned to the watering tank, whers the Jocker found
a freight going West; a few minutes later the ex-Prushun
boarded a cattle train bound for Chirago.

e T
II.

Thm weeks_nft&r the emancipation of “The Bank™ and the

parting from his Jocker the town of ——, fn Southern 1llinnis,

became very moch exeited one night over the distppearance of
one of the youug boys of the pluce. His futher was a wealthy
aud_ promiunent citizen, and the loss of the child aronsed the
entire community. The lad hed been known to wander 2wy
from home on previous ocensions, and his truancy had enused
his parents not & little anxiety, but never before hnd he ch gen
the might time for his runaway eseapndes, and his fither wis
of the helief that he had not gone off on his own inilhtiw_:.
Many of the townspeople also fell In with this notien when

sences heretofore had never extended beyond twenty-four|Kid, and the oneé addressed was hi§ quondam Joeker.

it he's ever found, and "Il tell the truth, wea'll see that he wasn't

e =

stolen. His father's rich, all right enough, but I tell you kid-
nappers pin't #p numercus as you think, and there's a lot of
richer men to touch tup besides, I don't believe the Squire is
worth over a hundred thousand at the ountside.”

“But he'd probably spend every cent of it to get that kid back,
just the same,” the reporter retorted. “He's one of the kind
that would do that, and if he held back at nll his wife would
nrge him on. They think more of that kid than they do of
aunything elze.”

“Well, why in the devil didn't they wateh out for him, thon™"
the chief pursued. *I've had to reprimand him time aud again
for jumping on freights, aud it’s a wonder to me that he wasn't
killed long gince.”

“The trouble with yon is, Chief, that yon aiu't got any kids
o' your own,' the Jusfice of the Peace broke in. “If it was
yvour boy lustead of the Squire’s, yon'd be the last ope tp say
| that he was dead until you'd done everything you conld to find
{him. I've heard men like you talk before.”
| “Well, I've done all I ean to find him, anyhow, and at the
tnext meeting of the Town Conucil there's going to be a big
expense bill to think over, too. Only yesterday I spent seven
| dollars in livery hire”

“What did that pews amount to that come from Indian-
lapolis—anything #"
| “Oh, they had a lost boy, all right, and sent me his picturs,
but it wasn't the Squire's kid, That's the trouble about look-
|ing for a stray boy—you keep getting information abont hun-
dreds off others that you ain’t interested in until yon think every
|family had lost a child. If I were going to sturt a new busi-
|nesg I'd go in for the absent ¢hildren profit.”
| “You've got a good chance to try your hand right here,” the
[reporter: declared significantly, as he vose from the chair and
adjusted his collar and necktie. Ie did not hold the local police
in very high estimation,

“I've done ag minel ag you newspdaper fellows have," the chief
returned sharply, “The trouble with your kind iz that you
think you're all born Pinkertons. If you're so smart, why dou't
yon find the boy?"

“It 1s0't my job,"” was the laconje reply, and the reporter
left the shop.

The disappearance of the hoy eontinued to be an ull absorb-
|ing topie of conversation for weeks, and the search was prose-
|euted with all the earnestness and skill that the Syuire's money
leould buy, but it failed to unravel the mystery. Finally, at
the chief’s suggestion, the river was dragged for several miles,
|but nothing was found but logs, stumps and refuse from the
steambonats, and the reporter wrote & squib in his newspaper
|to the effect “I told yon s0.” As the weeks lengthened into
|months and no light was thrown on the affair, the exeitement
among the townspeople naturally subsided, but the Squire and
his wife were Incotisolable, As a last resort, in the hope that
a change of scene would relieve somewhat the tension of his
wife's mind and repair her shattered health, the Sauire took
her away and began a geries of vizits to seaside and monutdin
retreats. The defective agency was cautioned to keep the case
im hand and to wire the parents immediately if any clew to the
whereabhouts of the boy was found, For the Sguire’s friends
atid neighbars the mizfortune hecame an acndemic subject of
discussign, the town being nbont eveuly divided in its opinjon.
One side favored the ahductinn theory, while the other stuck
to the potion that the boy was dead. But no one ever tame
[ta tell either side which was in the right, and the affair re-
mained as puzzling as during the first days of the iuvestigation.

“Hello, Whitey.”

The speaker was Balt Lake Lengthy, alias the Bnrling'lt‘;:n

"
meeting place was an infrequently visited hangout near Pagific
Junction, on the Missonri River. The time was a little over a
yoar after the ex-Prushun's emancipation day, The man had
changed very little, and lopked just as bronzed and roadlike as
when they had last been together. The ex-Prushou bod de-
veloped into a full fledged hobo, and 'his face and manner
shawed it Thers were still a few traces of the “kid” in his
conntenance, but there was also an independent look which told
only too plainly that he had made use of his emancipation ae-
vording to hobo eustoms and privileges. Whitey did not récog-
nize him at first and for a second was at a loss to planee him,
hut he soon remembered who the yonng man was.

“Why, kid,” He ecrisd at Inst, standitg up and grasping his
old Prushon’s outsfretehed hand, “where did you blow In from?
[ thonght you must 'a’ gone home."”

“T did start home, Whitey,"” Lengthy explained, taking a seat
on a log and motioning to a boy at his side to do likewise, “but
I'didn't gét tar. I was afraid I conldn’t stay.”

“Ig {hat your revenge?' and Whitey jerked his head in the
direction of the young boy.

“That's my revenge, Whitey. What

“How lotig you had him?**

“Abotit a yeir.”

“Where d’yon snare him?"

“Over in Southern INinois.

“Train ensy "

“Didn't at first, ot he's improvin'. Copped out 4 fiver for
me the other day in Denver standin’ in front o' swell stares.”

“Bawl mych?’

“IIzed to, but he's lettin’ up now."

“Mother's boy or a guttersnipe?”

d'yon thiuk of him?"

*Thet:s ey rq.ve-u VI‘\! a...E‘. d.’-‘w'r _‘ .D“?"

“Trean’t tell you. I found him ridin’ a freight an’ snared him,
He says his governor's got boodle,”

“Where you locatad 7" :

“Over in the Sonthern Pacifie, T came up here to see you .
an’ give you a sight o' the revenge.”

While these guestions were being asked and answered the
old Jocker kept his trained eye on the boy at the ex-Proshun's
side. He looked him over ns women inspect fine silk and as
men study horseflesh, 1t interested him to see what his former
Prushun had been able to “spare.”

“So you whs afraid you couldn't make it go if yon went home,
wits you?" he said in a moment, his eyes shifting from the
younger hoy to the éx-Prushun, and a seriousness came into his
face which made it look nneommonly stern.

“Yes, Whitey; I was afraid I'd only slope again, an’ you
remember you told me net to do that.”

“Yes, that's.right,” the man answered, and his eyes fell and
lie stured vacantly into the fire.

“Ever wanted to go home sitice you got your revenge?" he
asked before long, continuing, however, to kok at the burning
| brishwaod.

*Oh, a little, but not the way I did when I first struck Chi.
['m getting over it.”

There was another short pause in the conversation and all
three gazed at the blaze. Suddenly Whitey looked up and broke
the silence,

“Well, I'mi glad to see yon, kid

[# good Prushun, Somebow I wish yon'd gone home, but it
| wasn't likely "t you would, an® wishin® don't couut, anyhow,
_ "] lio_u‘t know as there's anythin® I can tell you about traiuin®
{your kid 't you ain’t next to, but be easy on him when you
can be. I'm gettin® sort o° mellowlike in my ol age an’ don't
favor lickin® kids 'f I ‘ean Help it. I've had thres since ?nu’
left me, but 1 didn't keep any of "em, "cauze there ﬁ-a;g g;ﬂh'
to be too much thrashin' to make ‘em go right, 1 sent 'em
home, anyhow. I told 'em to go home an’ showed ‘em how,

“If you handle your'n right—the way I handled you—an' he's
got the struight goods in him, you'll have an easy time of it
J.I-fvrn there in California, Remember what I told you ulmuf
gtickin' to your beat, an' make the kid underétand it, tao,

“If you see Frisco Patty give him my regards. He may try
to snare your kid away from you, but smack him if he does
1'[::':-::1 good gort, but he's a born Prushun thief. :
e Yon kn?w w!;er'v to send your kid it he wants to go home

ien you ‘mancipate him, don't you 3"

“Iknow where I found him an' whe
| live, that's alL.”

“Well, don't forget, when you "mancipats him, to give him a
u-h_m:ce to go Liome if he wants to. Remember 't 1 waa's nire
mrh‘ rou, an' yon wanto be on the level with him. He p:-lnh'l
waon't want to, but it eases your comzcience to give him th}-;
:‘;:?r?.ijll There comes my freight goin’ East, Which way yon
“Back to the coast.”
““Well, =0 long kid,"

» anyvhow, an' I guesa'you got

re he says 't his folks

_ ! and he shook hands for the i )
with lim old Proshon, “Sp long, my boy,” and he tuiuoa;tmuﬁ::
;IP“-III rttlsh_un. "_}Iope you both have good luck.” and he ran
ar the train coming over the bridge, Fiv )

dead in a lodging honse in Omaha, " SPREN At Ry

It is over ten years ago now that 1
S ; e emancipated the B

ton Itid, and the latter’s Prushun has also reached hlgrtili:;;
majority. If the gossip tald at hnngonts in the, West he trun

ng found his revenge and is “holding

the second Prushun h

down" a division on th

]

e Denver and Rio Grande,




